162     THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MARBOT
Twice I was able to stop at Paris and see my mother. Our studs had preceded us • I had three excellent horses, and a servant of moderate quality.
While the Grand Army marched on the Ehine and the Danube, the French troops who were quartered in Upper Italy under the command of Massena assembled in the province of Milan in order to attack the Austrians on Venetian territory. To transmit orders to Massena the Emperor was obliged to send his aides-de-camp through Switzerland, which was neutral ground. Now it happened that while Augereau was at Langres an orderly officer bearing despatches from Napoleon was overturned in his carriage and broke his collar-bone. He had himself carried to the marshal's quarters, and declared to him that he could not possibly accomplish his mission. The marshal, knowing how important it was that the Emperor's despatches should reach Italy without loss of time, ordered me to carry them forward by way of Hiiningen, whither I had also to take his orders with regard to throwing a bridge across the Ehine. This duty pleased me much, for it would give me a fine journey, with the certainty of rejoining the 7th corps before ifc could come in contact with the Austrians. I quickly reached Hiiningen and Basle, thence came-to Berne and Eapperschwyl, where I left my carriage; then on horseback I crossed the Spliigen, which was then almost impracticable, and not without danger. I entered Italy by Chiavenna, and joined Mass£na near Verona. But it was only there and back, for Massena was in as great a hurry to see me start back with his reply to the Emperor as I was myself to rejoin Augereau so as not to miss any affairs in which his division might be engaged. I did not, however, return as quickly as I had come, for a heavy snowfall had recently covered not the mountains only, but also the valleys. It was freezing hard, horses fell at every step, and I had to pay 600 frs. for two guides across the Spltigen. The passage took us more than twelve hours, walking knee-deep in the snow. The guides even were on the point of refusing to go any further, asserting that there was imminent danger; but I was young and daring, and well aware of the importance of thereason for taking possession of Genoa. The hope that Villeneuve might make himself master for a few days of the Channel, by uniting the whole French and Spanish fleets, was at an end. A Continental war was the best means of escaping from the ridicule and appearance                          1
